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FOREWORD

S this book details a specific journey for a specific
purpose, the plans for which were laid long in
advance and carried out quite to the letter, barring
some disappointments bound to occur in the further-
ance of even the best laid plans, it is well to begin
at the beginning; and, as it is also the personal story
of the experiences and work of two men, it might
be well to term them in advance, the Scribe and the
Photographer.

The Scribe had it in his mind during the year
1912, that as soon as he could arrange his private
affairs, and get them into condition for a long absence,
he would journey to East Africa in quest of game
pictures, and being very unskilful with the camera—
having developed little of the patience and none of
the technique—he was most anxious to secure a com-
panion who would supply his own defects.

In the fall of 1912 the New York papers announced
that Mr. Cherry Kearton, whose work in the field of
natural history photography is known in America as
well as in England, was in the city.

“If I could only get hold of Cherry Kearton,”
said the Scribe to himself, ‘‘I would have the man I
would like to go with.”

And shortly afterwards, exactly like a happening
xii




xiv FOREWORD

in a story book, the Scribe was seated in a restaurant
lunching, when he was approached by a friend.

““Going abroad this winter?” asked the friend
casually.

‘““Farther than that,’”’ the Scribe replied. “‘If I
can arrange it, | am going to Africa.”

¢ Just met a chap who knows all about it,”’ observed
the friend, turning, ‘‘his name is Kearton.”

“You know him! How can I get hold of him?"

The friend pointed, ‘‘ There he is at that table in
the corner. Come over and I'll introduce you.”

So the Scribe and the Photographer spent that
afternoon together, and the whole of the next day,
up in the Bronx, rambling through the botanical
gardens and zoological park, and before they parted
they sealed with a handshake the partnership that
resulted in a year's stay in East Africa, Uganda and
the Congo, and the cinema journey from coast to
coast.

There were many things to be considered in the
preliminaries and arrangements made before departure,
and one was that the pictorial results they would try
to obtain would be different from the exhibition films
or the illustrations for books that had heretofore
appeared.

Imprimis, it was resolved that there would be no
wounded, trapped or harassed animals taken, that
slaughter would be conspicuous by its absence, and
that, so far as possible, animals would be seen moving
undisturbed in their natural habitat, and that the native
life would be represented unstaged and truthfully.
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So if the reader expects detailed accounts of big
game bags, measurements of supposedly record heads,
and accounts of terrific wounds by soft-nosed or solid
bullets, he had better put this volume down on the
bookseller’s counter, or if he has had the good for-
tune to buy it, place it back on his shelves unread.

And there was another object also.

Attached to the American Museum of Natural
History in New York City is a large lecture hall,
where free entertainments are given to the public, and,
lately with great success, moving picture films of
animals in their natural surroundings have been shown
there. Now, it is the idea of the Scribe and the
Photographer to present to the great natural history
museums of the world a duplicate set of the pictures
obtained on this expedition, to form, as it were, the
nucleus of a *‘ film library”’ for free exhibition only, in
order that the public may see at least some of the
mounted specimens staring out of their glass cases
moving naturally in the freedom of prairie, veldt or
forest, for before long some of them may be as ex-
tinct as the dodo.

A glance at the map that accompanies this volume
will show the extent of the photographic wanderings.
In April, 1913, the expedition started from London,
and as the preparations had all been made long in
advance for the first safari, they waited only two
days at Nairobi, and the month of May found them
skirting the Abadares in British East Africa, bound
for the wide stretches of sand and thornbush north of
the Uashu Neru. It was at the water-holes up towards
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the Abyssinian border, where the only inhabitants are
nomadic tribes of Randili, Samburra and Boran, that
many of the pictures were secured. The story of
taking them makes up the first part of the book; but
it had always been the intention to go on to the west-
ward, through Uganda, and thence down the Ituri
and the Aruwimi to the Congo, following, practically,
at least from the Rewenzori Mountains, Stanley’s trail
on the Emin Pasha relief expedition of 1887. There
was a faint hope that it might be possible to secure
photographs or perhaps moving pictures of some of
the rarer animals, only a few of which are represented
in the collection of mounted specimens in the larger
* museums.

It may not be the best policy to preface a book
with an apology, and yet it is rather necessary in
this case, in order to explain the lack of animal
pictures in the later chapters of the book.

No sooner had we left the wide-spreading Irumu
plains, and entered the depths of the forest, when diffi-
culties began. In the deep shade of the towering trees
and dense undergrowth the moving picture cameras
were at an utter discount. The six- or eight-inch lenses
were absolutely useless. It required the exposure of
from one-fifth of a second to a full second’s time to
obtain any result at noonday. In the morning and
evening it was a perpetual gloom. The only chances
for photographic work were along the rivers, in the
few open glades that were encountered, and in the
cleared spaces and the plantations near the native vil-
lages. Try our best we did. For many days we were
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in the country where the okapi had been netted or killed
by the wambuti or pygmies but a short time before.
We saw the footprints of this mysterious and lately
discovered animal, and that is all. We had the pygmies
around us and tried to make moving pictures with
a wide-open shutter and a slow turning of the handle,
but only secured results when the subjects could be
enticed out into the open. In the Scribe’s diary will be
found this despairing sentence: ‘‘The forest is im-
possible as a field for moving photography.”’

We were close to elephants more than once; in
one instance one of the partners found himself in
the middle of a herd of at least a hundred. They
were all around. One could hear the flappings of
the great ears, and that strange stomachic rumbling
that can only be heard when elephants are near to,
yet not a photograph could have been taken, for the
great beasts were as invisible as if they were miles
away. It was disappointing and not wholly agreeable,
in fact, the time spent in getting out of such rather
uncomfortable positions was hardly worth mentioning.

The Scribe on two occasions was compelled to
shoot in self-defence, and each time managed to put
a bullet in one of the few vital spots that would stop
an oncoming and hostile beast—the brain. On another
occasion, in the deep forest, a beautiful leopard crossed
the path in one swift bound, leaving the fleeting im-
pression on the retina of tawny spots and straight-held
tail. What a picture would he have made if the
camera had been gifted with X-ray quality to pene-
trate the curtains of thick foliage.
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So the trip down to the Congo will record mostly
canoe life, river and village scenes, with occasional
glimpses of the forest where the percolating light was
sufficient to make record possible by means of time
exposure. Anyone who has read Stanley’s book *‘In
Darkest Africa’ might follow with interest this perhaps
unexciting narrative, for the expedition met natives who
remembered him, old men now, long past the age
when most savages have gone the way of African flesh,
which mayhap is a little different from other flesh, in
that very little is wasted. The records of impressions
of this part of the journey will be found in the
book. There was very little time for close investi-
gations or analyses of native customs, for, lurking
behind everything was the fear that the dampness,
the intense heat and humidity might already be act-
ing disastrously on the films already taken, and that
it was necessary to carry along. There were troubles
with deserting porters, rows w' a rebellious and trucu-
lent paddlers during the lo .g river journey, and
pights spent at villages where death and disease were
rampant.

When at last the Scribe and the Fnotographer
arrived at the head of steamer navigation, after paddling
down the river in hollowed-out log canoes through half
the night to Basoko, they caught the Congo river boat
with only fourteen minutes to spare.

Now, looking back over it all, both the Scribe and
the Photographer are very glad they went, but there
are certain portions of the journey that they would
not care to do again.
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THROUGH CENTRAL AFRICA
FROM EAST TO WEST

CHAPTER 1
ON THE TRAIL FROM NAIROBI

OME old Latin once recorded that ‘‘ All things

new come from Africa,”” but there are certainly
some things that have come from there (indirectly
perhaps) that are not new, and these are books. It
seems to me that everyone who has ever gone there,
no matter his excuse, incentive, or provocation, has
perpetrated at least one volume, and some have had
the temerity to repeat the dreadful experiment.

Almost all the books that I have read contain photo-
graphs and descriptions of Nairobi, that busy little centre
of about eleven hundred whites, and four times that
quantity of blacks, and where the Indian Fundi and
bazaar merchant have the monopoly of the contractor’s
calling and trade. Suffice it, therefore, that, having
reached this usual starting-point in the usual way by
train from Mombasa, all of our thoughts were concen-
trated upon getting off on Safari,* and away from
the haunts of men. Nairobi irked us.

* Safayi = Caravan: route of march,
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It was, luckily, the off season, and the visiting *‘ big
game hunters ''—mostly armed tourists out to kill—were
not much in evidence. There was a land boom on;
everyone was anxious to sell a farm or buy one—the
latter class being the great minority. Perhaps it was
for this reason that porters were easy to obtain. We
were fortunate also to secure, for our first trip, the
services of Mr. S. H. Lydford, a young white hunter
who possessed both knowledge and interest in photo-
graphic work, and who knew well the country into
which it was our intention to penetrate—the little-
known and waterless tracts north of the Uashu Neru
up toward the Abyssinian border.

It was an old story to Kearton. It was his third
visit to British East Africa. He had been through it
all before. From the train window he had pointed
out places where, on a previous visit, he had done
photographic work, but it was all new to the Scribe,
although he was familiar with the subject at second
hand, having read so many of his friends’ effusions
and having listened to so many stories told at ‘‘ Camp
Fire'’ dinners at luxurious metropolitan hotels. But
déspite this mental preparation, and the recollection
of much carefully garnered advice, there was a feel-
ing of keen excitement and pleasure that came to both
Kearton and myself, as, clad in our very new khaki
outfits, we looked down the lines of black nondescripts
who were to be our companions for nearly three
months. When the column started, to the tooting
of antelope horns and much shouting, out into the
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Nairobi streets from the yard of the trading company
that had charge of equipping our expedition, I con-
fess that it was with a thrill of delight that I slapped
Kearton on the shoulder and said: ‘‘We're off at
last 1"’

Our destination was the railway station, but word
had come in, that owing to the heavy rains the trails
to Fort Hall and northward around Mount Kenia
were almost impassable, so under advice we decided
to leave the railway and take to the ‘‘leather express’’
at Gil-Gil, some six or seven hours’ distance up the
road.

Nothing delights an American negro so much as
a railway journey—(whoever saw an unhappy porter
on a Pullman train ?)—and I found that this held true
with his untutored and mostly unclad brother on his
native stamping ground; perhaps it is the fact that
he is moving without exertion that gives the negro a
sort of exultation, but, whatever the reason, no jollier or
more contented lot of human beings have I ever seen
than these Kikuyus, Wakambas, Kavirondos, and black
tramps generally, who were crowded like herrings into
two open cars at the end of the train. Like the Hours
described by the bored poet, they were forced to ‘‘loll
in each other’s laps’ to the journey’s end. Never-
theless, they chatted, sang, and in general wore the
aspect of a black boys’ boarding school going home
for the holidays. Poor thoughtless devils, there was
hardship enough ahead for some of them.

To a certain degree, the safari porter is a ward
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of the local authorities at the point from which he
starts, and there all responsibility ends. According to
law, each one has to be provided with a black sleeved
jersey, a blanket, and a tin water-bottle. Now, how
some of those ex-warriors had found time to sell
their new jerseys and new blankets and make appear-
ance at the train in ragged substitutes was perplexing,
and the number of second-hand canteens and water-
bottles that appeared was beyond counting. The
blankets, that I think are made mostly of cotton
waste and paper stock, could not have brought much
in the way of trade or ready-money, and as for the
tin water-bottles, those that did not leak at the end
of the first week's marching were discarded as use-
less incumbrances, yet what a row there would have
been if every man had not received his own at the
point of starting! Besides the porters, we were
provided with a head man or #'mpara, of whom I
will write hereafter, a cook, and a private servant
apiece.

The cook had come with a written recommenda-
tion from a former employer. We had picked him
out because I insisted that he had an honest face,
despite the fact that his worn and dog-eared letter
was dated some two years back; he sorrowfully
averred that he had lost the others. However, at
the hotel where we stayed for two days, I ran
across the man who had most recently employed
him, and whose name he had proudly mentioned.

““Yes,”” remarked the gentleman thoughtfully,
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‘“Amassi is a good cook, perhaps the best in East
Africa, but he is also one of the worst thieves and
most arrant scoundrels I have ever met. He is a
gambler and a general waster, but if you deal every-
thing out to him carefully, and watch him like a
suspicious constable, and beat him about once a week,
he will serve you very well. He professes to be a
Christian,”” my new found friend smiled slightly;
‘“but the only Christian principle that he has im-
bibed is never to let his left hand know what his right
hand is doing.”

Be it therefore recorded, after this warning, without
beating, we got on with Amassi fairly well. Kearton’s
personal boy, Abadie, was the Uriah Heep of all
personal boys. He was that humble that he was
afraid to assert himself by touching anything of his
master’s until ordered to do so, and so shy and
retiring was he, that I am firmly convinced he
blushed when spoken to, although it could not be
detected. In my personal boy, Juma, I thought I
had discovered a jewel. He was a Mohammedan
with rather a shifty eye, but he certainly did know
his business. He could wait on the table, clean and
press clothes like a duke's valet. He could also
mend things very well, after you had given them to
him, and as for packing things breakable and un-
breakable, he could have got a job in a glass
warchouse. At making beds he proved to be an
adept. In fact, he began after the fashion of the
traditional new broom, and stayed so until the latter
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end of the journey, when he departed with an over-
coat, a suit of clothes and two pairs of boots, and
failed to come back for a letter of recommendation.
Oh! those letters! Those precious bdarruas, for
which there must be a native clearing-house among
personal boys, with fixed prices and an adept trans-
lator, who, however, occasionally lets some of the
slyly worded ones get past. Lydford, the most
experienced of the three of us, had drawn the
worst card in the deck. I have forgotten the indi-
vidual’'s name, but he was consigned to limbo
after a few weeks’' trial, and the work that he was
supposed to do was practically divided between the
retiring Abadie and the omniscient Juma. 1 have
mentioned casually the head man, the #'mpara, and
I here record that if ever I go to Africa again I
will do much searching until I find him. He was
tall, of Herculean build, with a voice like that of
a first mate on a river steamboat, and he could
have taken the two biggest porters and dangled
them like two-pound dumb-bells. He mentioned
his name several times to me in a very husky voice,
but I always failed to catch it, otherwise I would
be glad to recommend him to anyone in need of
such services as he could render.

While I am on this digression, I must mention a
little incident which rather disproves the theory held
by some irascible travellers that the African black is
neither loyal nor faithful. Kearton had often told me
stories of his former trips, and how he wished that he
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could get hold of his old camera boy who had accom-
panied him on his lion-spearing trip, and when he
was taking the moving pictures for the Buffalo Jones
expedition, a Kikuyu named Killenjui, but how to
find him Kearton did not know. The very morning
of our start, however, as he was walking down Govern-
ment Road, a little half-naked individual carrying the
old haft of a spear smilingly saluted him. It was
Killenjui himself! When he heard that his old bwana
was going off immediately on safari, there was no
hesitation—he dropped all and followed him. Killenjui,
it seemed, was prosperous and owned cattle and sheep
and goats, and possessed a family; but nothing counted !
Sending out word to his kraal, which was a day's
journey from the town, that he would be gone for
some time, he threw in his lot with us; and a more
faithful, trustworthy, brave little chap never trod the
long stretches of the game trails.

But to return to the train puffing up the heavy
grades to the westward. We had purchased three
mules, and they were in a horse-box ahead of the
crowded trucks containing the tightly-wedged-in blacks.
The train was late, and it was dark when we drew
into Gil-Gil station, which we found consisted of two
tin shanties presided over by a turbaned Indian, his
tiny wife, and three roly-poly children. Nairobi itself
lies at an altitude of some 6,000 feet, and during the
afternoon’s journey we climbed over two thousand
more. It was cold. The shelter offered by the tin
rest-house was seductive, and I thought almost with
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pity of the unclad porters in their little cotton tents
that they had pitched beside the track. A stroll over
in their direction after we had made some .shift at a
supper convinced me that my sympathy was wasted.
Great fires were roaring, and laughter and song, joke
and story seemed to be going the round. Commend
me for an example of contentment with mundane exis-
tence to the African porter with a full stomach; he is
the one man who regrets no past, fears no future,
and completely enjoys what the gods provide for the
present fleeting moment, with the proviso that it is
food and fire.

We were up betimes in the morning ; a glorious
crisp day was coming on. I ached to try my new
boots (and I actually did before the day went out), so
I disdained the services of my mule and started along
the well-defined trail to the north, at the head of the
shouting and singing line of porters. By eleven o’clock
it had grown hot, and I had become convinced that
I would boast no longer of the perfections of my
London footgear. I decided not to waste that mule,
and waited for him. It was just after I had mounted
that we got our first sight of game close to. A half
dozen kongoni looked over the brow of a hill at us.
The two dogs that we had commandeered at Nairobi
started full tilt, as if let go from a leash. - Following
to the brow of a hill, I turned back disgusted. There
was a tin farmhouse with a wooden verandah not half
a mile away! It was somewhat of a shock. The
kongoni were private property. For the next few hours,
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I kept looking for more farms, but this was the last
habitation seen until we came to the abandoned Govern-
ment post at Rumuruti five days later. The country
through which we passed still teems with hartebeeste,
both Coke's and Jackson's, steinbuck, thomi, granti,
and zebra roaming in large herds; bushbuck, reedbuck
and waterbuck were frequently to be seen. But in a
few years it will all be farm-land—there will be dozens
of tin houses, instead of one. The game will go.
Although the rainy season was supposed to be over,
it rained every evening, a cold, penetrating downpour.
Two porters had decided by the third day that the
constantly increasing altitude and cold nights did not
agree with them, and had left us, one taking the pre-
caution to break open his box and drink a bottle of
bay rum in order to tone up his system, and the other
—a careless beggar this—leaving his blanket and water-
bottle behind him.
We saw a fine cheetah sunning himself on a rock,
a long distance off, but he vanished before we could
get near enough to take a picture of him. A mangy
old hyena ambled awkwardly ahead of us across the
trail. Both the greater and the lesser bustards were
plentiful, yet too wary were they for the photographer.
Prolific rains had turned everything to a vivid green.
There was none of the burnt and parched effect that
I had always pictured as part of the African landscape.
Charm has been aptly defined as the *‘capacity for
infinite surprise,” and it is the principal reason for
Africa’s hold upon both resident and visitor. As we
(o]
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climbed up from our camp on the shores of Lake
Olgolositt, we turned and looked back. The rains
had increased the lake to almost twice its usual size,
the safari had waded and paddled for hours on the
day before through the overflowed meadow lands. From
the high ground, we could see a little bunch of hippo-
potami skirting the reeds on the far-off shore. Thou-
sands of strange herons and flamingoes were wading
about in the marshes, and water-fowl of all descriptions,
mallard, teal and beautiful Egyptian geese traded from
one end of the lake to the other. To the north, the
heavily-wooded slopes of the Abadares, the haunts still
of herds of elephants, lifted their massive crests into
the depths of the opaque white clouds. But we had
not gone a mile across the rising table-land when we
stopped in surprise and delight. There, seventy or
eighty miles to the eastward, rose the peak of Kenia
against the clear blue sky. It glistened like a great
diamond at the apex, and the white of glacier and
snow line faded into a delicate hazy blue, beneath
which showed the darker line of the forest, and up to
its very base swept the undulating fair green of the
veldt. In the space between the Abadares and the
great mountain, the thin veil of a morning shower
fell slantwise, moving like a trailing feather to the
west. Quite close, in almost every direction, were
herds of game.

Kongoni sentinels, alert and watchful, gazed at us
from what they deemed safe distance. A herd of
zebra mares with their foals galloped away and wheeled
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as if at a word of command, and stood as though at a
review watching our approach. Little steinbuck burst
out of the grass like rabbits out of their burrows
and flourished off, doubling and twisting. The air
was crisp and cool; it was a day in which to enjoy
the essence of existence. We had started early, and
we made some nineteen miles before evening, head-
ing due north, all in good spirits, the porters sing-
ing, and ‘‘ Mack”’ and *‘ Lady,” the two dogs, returning
from a dozen futile chases with as much joy as if
they had brought their quarry to the ground.

I cannot tell where the change began, but sud-
denly we noticed that the grass was not so green,
that the reddish brown earth was giving way to sandy
stretches, and that the thorn trees had a dimmed
and dusty appearance. In the nineteen miles, we had
stepped into an entirely different country. The game
had been left behind, and we camped that night on
the edge of a waterless brook, whose hot grey stones
had known no rain for weeks. Our guide had ex-
pected to find it running full, but it did not flow
from the Abadares for we had crossed the watershed.
We had expended our last drop in making tea for
luncheon, and search was made for a pool that might
give us enough water for our needs that evening. At
last we found one—a little pebbly spring at the base of
a great rock. A porter had found it also; he was
standing ankle deep in it giving himself a bath. Not
only that, but his discarded single garment and a cake
of soap proved that he was a man of cleanly habits.
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A half mile farther on, we found another smaller pool,
before a porter had come across it. It was green and
slimy, but after filtering and boiling, the water served
its purpose. We were learning much about the
African country, and not a little about the African
himself |

Away to the south some eight or ten miles, it was
pouring torrents, and just at sunset the cloud effects
were grand and marvellous beyond description, but
only a few drops fell where we were, although one
could almost have sworn that he heard the descent of
the deluge so near by. It was one of the surprises
that we got quite used to before the year was out.



CHAPTER 1I

ALONG THE UASHU NERU FROM RUMURUTI
TO ARCHER'S POST

UMURUTI had once been an important Govern-
ment post and fort in the days when the Masai
had inhabited the country, but now that great tribe of
herdsmen have made an exodus under Government
promises and supervision to the south of the Uganda
Railway line, an exchange that was fair robbery in
the minds of a few people to-day, who insist they
know something about it. So Rumuruti has fallen
from its high state, to become the residence of a
lonely and much sun-burned white man who holds
the important position of Inspector of horses, cattle
and camels. Here were gathered an encampment
of Somalis, those prideful, wealthy and self-satisfied
nomads who consider themselves far above the blacks
and several rounds in the social ladder above the
Englishman. The Somali is a combination of the
Jew, the Gipsy and the Seminole Indian. You cannot
beat him at a bargain, he will do you at a horse trade,
and he has all the arrogance of the still unwhipped.
We were in the land of the lions now, and it
was at Rumuruti that we first heard them roaring in

the distance. The inspector had shot a large lioness
13
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inside the Governmert boma, while she was firmly
attached to the nose of a cow, and was endeavouring
to drag it out through a hole, through which. she had
just scraped her own lean body. A big black-maned
male had taken a haunch of beef out of a tree within
twenty feet of the inspector’s window the night be-
fore we arrived. Another visitor put in appearance
at the post about the same time we did. He was the
Game Ranger, whose jurisdiction covers some hun-
dreds of square miles north-west of Nairobi.

Newly opened countries bring forth strange charac-
ters. Extremes meet in most natural, if most un-
expected places. I can well imagine G—— in white
spats and a grey topper at Ascot (sans his luxuriant
golden grey whiskers), or sitting in the corner at
White’s Club detailing his turf winnings or losses im-
perturbably, in the same high accents of Belgravia that
he used in describing the shortcomings of his half-
naked personal boy or the good qualities of his saddle
mule, on the tumble-down verandah of the inspector’s
house. I suppose, in the first instance, his eye-glass
would have been attached to "his person by a silk
cord instead of a shoe-string, but his personality
would have remained unchanged.

I have been subsequently told that like ‘‘ a trooper
of the forces, he had run his own six horses,’”’ with
the usual results. But if any man ever showed con-
tentment at his present lot by his demeanour, it was
our friend the ranger.

Leaving Rumuruti, we pressed on to the north-
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west, skirting the long swamp, heading for the Twin
Peaks, near which the trail leads down from the table-
land to the valley of the Uashu Neru. The country
kept constantly changing, those marvellous transitions
so common to Africa. It is a curious thing to mark
also the sudden changes in the animal life. In a
day’s march, you may leave the land of kongoni, and
come into that of the oryx. Cross the river and the
common wide-striped Burchall’s zebra are left behind,
while his more beautiful and larger brother, the
Grévy zebra, is seen in abundance. Almost every
night we heard the lions now, far away, while the
hyenas wailed close round our camp, as soon as
darkness had settled. The game continued plentiful.
We got our first glimpse of eland and giraffe, a mag-
nificent bull crossing in front of us with his rocking-
horse gait, graceful for all his ungainliness. The flora
was changing with every mile we made. We crossed
beautiful little valleys with tall grass, springs, and high
trees in which played and frolicked troops of long-
tailed monkeys. Herds of the beautiful impalla gazelle
were on every side of us, and a great rock rising
sheer and straight like a castle some two hundred
feet was peopled by a colony of large baboons. Twice
we had to ford two swollen rivers, felling trees and
hauling the mules across by ropes. There were no
trails now except those made by the game, but we
made good time along the rhino paths, and saw one
or two of the big beasts in the distance as they
disappeared into the thorn bush.
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On Monday, the second of June, we made our
longest and our hardest march, over twenty-two miles
without water, and arrived on the bank of the Uashu
Neru. Never will any of us forget the sight as the
safari wended its way down the steep path from the
upland. It was like marching into a painting. To
the north rose mountain after mountain in fantastic
form. In the first mile, we descended 900 feet.
Buffalo and rhino spoor were plentiful, rock rabbits
abounded, but we saw not another living thing until
in the afternoon we sighted a troop of giraffe in the
distance. Four days later, following the river, we
came to Neumann's historic camp, where he had
once built a big grass house and laid out a garden
while he trafficked with the natives for ivory. Poor
Neumann, who came to such a tragic end, became
too powerful, and the Government banished him,
forbidding his return to the land that he really must
have loved.

We were in the land of the palm tree now, and
the river banks were fringed with the gracefully
drooping fan-like branches. It was growing warmer,
almost too hot to march at noonday, but we
pressed ahead, and on the 7th arrived at Archer’s
Post, the main crossing of the Government trail to
its outlying military post at Marsabit. We had sent
runners ahead three weeks before to see if camels
could not be purchased or arranged for at this point,
in order to take us with greater comfort into the
waterless district north of the river, but no camels
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were procurable. The few that were there were
sickly, for a disease was rife among them and their
Somali owners would not undertake the journey.

We found at the post a young Englishman living
all alone. He had been there for fourteen months
‘in practical solitude. Except for the visit of an oc-
casional hunting safari during the season, and a
monthly mail, he might have been living on a desert
island. I was amused to see a bag of golf clubs
leaning against the pole of his palm-leaf hut, and a
course of three holes laid out on a sandy flat. On the
table was an American talking machine and a score
of disc records. His name was Claydon, and of him
more hereafter, for he figures quite largely in one
nearly tragic story that will be told in a later
chapter.

Noticing that our attention was drawn to the
pickled music, he smiled. ‘‘Have a concert every
evening,”’ he said. ‘‘I think that old machine has
saved me from going mad at times."

“Yes, it is a bit lonely. Do any of you chaps
play golf?”’

It was a new course,and I am sorry to say that
I did not distinguish myself. I lost one of the precious
balls, and nearly killed a Meru porter, who tried
to stop a long low drive with the back of his head.

The ferry across the river here had been an old
pontoon that was hauled across by means of pulleys,
on a wire, but the affair had gone out of commission,

and the pontoon was now sunk in midstream, and with
D
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it had gone down two Somalis, one of whom had
been saved by Claydon swimming out to him with a
rope, a plucky thing to do, as the river here is full
of crocodiles of the very worst reputation. The
rescued Somali was disconsolate at the loss of his
friend, and he was still hanging about the banks as
if he expected him to come up again. His grief
was very genuine, and well understood when it
was disclosed that the missing one had sixty pounds
in gold on his person, forty of which the bereaved
brother claimed to be his ownl!

It was now a case of waiting until the river
should go down, or getting the pontoon over to the
bank. We were making plans to do the latter
when a detachment of the King’s African Rifles
arrived on their way south, under charge of a young
captain who was certainly the best looking young
fellow that I had seen in many a day. As they were
on the north bank and had to cross over, we let them
get the pontoon out for us. These black soldiers were
a finely set up, sturdy lot from down towards Nyassaland.
After two hours’ work they had the ferry running.

I might here record that it was this detachment
that had had the brush with the Abyssinian raiders
up near the border, and a very interesting story
they had to tell. From all accounts, that band of
marauders will raid no more. The King’s African
Rifles had lost one white officer killed and one
wounded, and a number of their men. I wonder if
a full account of these skirmishes ever appears in
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the Government Blue Book. As an old war corres-
pondent, I would like to tell the story just as it was
told to me, but it has no place here.

On the afternoon the ferry was put in order we
crossed to the north bank, nearly drowning a
mule in the process, and went into camp. Three
days later, after three long marches, we pitched camp
and raised a large palm thatched hut in which to
leave a good deal of our supplies and establish a
base. Owing to the lack of water, it was necessary
to press on quickly to the north, and carry light
loads.

Five large canvas bags had been made, holding
from forty to fifty gallons, that could be carried slung
on poles on the porters’ shoulders. While these pre-
parations were made, Kearton, Lydford, and myself,
with a small detachment, made a little trek down along
the Lorian Swamp trail to Chanler Falls, that beau-
tiful cascade discovered by an American explorer only
a few years before.

The Uashu Neru is a mysterious stream. Although
broad and deep, and running in places with great
swiftness, it pours its waters into the great Lorian
Swamp and disappears, for so far as is known at the
present time there is no outlet to the sea. Like Lake
Navassha, in Western British East Africa, that figures
in one of Rider Haggard’s stories, it may have some
subterranean outlet. The falls themselves are peculiar
and picturesque. The river seems to disappear in
the great ledge of porous limestone and gushes forth
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as if pouring from separate culverts in the face of
the great rock. At the time we visited it one could
cross almost dry shod from shore to shore, although
the great mass of water flowing underneath shows
plainly in the photograph.

On the 18th of June, we started north by moon-
light in the early hours of the morning, and before
we camped for the night had covered some twenty-
six miles. It was fortunate that the moon was at the
full, for the midday sun was fairly scorching. The
barometer showed that we were constantly descending.
The character of the country became more parched and
barren, and there was nothing but the scantiest forage
on the thorn bushes. On the third day, we began
to see signs of game—oryx, gerenuk, impalla, and
many dik-dik.

On the 23rd, we arrived at the ‘‘picture ground.”
We had passed one oasis where there was some water,
much impregnated with soda, and hardly drinkable,
but here we found a large encampment of Samburra,
and a very fair supply of good water in the wells
that they had dug down to a depth of seven or eight
feet, and where they watered their herds of donkeys,
sheep, and goats. Nine miles away lay the stretch
of sandy river bed where the animals came to drink
at the holes dug by rhinos and elephants. Far away
on either hand as we progressed lay stretches of great
hills and high mountains, the tops of some of the
latter shrouded in clouds, It had been our great fear
that rain would fall. A week’s hard downfall would




STIVd ¥JINVHD JHL




RETIT™




THE RAPIDS OF THE UASHU NERU

A CLOSE VIEW OF THE RAPIDS




Digitized by GOOS[Q



ALONG THE UASHU NERU 21

have absolutely destroyed any chance of getting the
game before the camera, unless by that most difficult
of all methods, stalking, that we tried so many times
in vain, but no rain to speak of had fallen for a
twelvemonth, and sometimes there is no rain recorded
here for two years or more. Where the water comes
from it is hard to imagine, but at certain spots in the
sandy stream bed it can be procured by digging, and
in a very few places it showed above the surface.

The tall escarpment lined with a growth of thorn
trees rose in a sheer ascent about a mile away to the
castward, and down the steep sides the elephant and
rhino had worn clearly defined paths that would have
done credit to a construction gang in charge of a
clever engineer. The Samburra visited our camp on
the night of our arrival, bringing milk in leather bottles,
but it had all been singed or burnt by thrusting a
burning ember into it, and it was attractive neither
to look nor taste. However, before many days went
by I, at least, for one, was glad to get it.

The next day we started searching for the best
places to put up our blinds, or hide-ups. To our joy
we found evidences that there was an abundance of
game in the neighbourhood. Fresh elephant and rhino
spoor and hoofprints of oryx, impalla, gerenuk,
giraffe, and, to our surprise, buffalo, were apparent.
Beautiful Grévy zebra abounded everywhere, and I
am sure that there were two or three different species
of the smaller gazelle commonly known as dik-dik.
Leopards and lions had left the impress of their soft
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pads in the yielding sand, and the night of our arrival
we were greeted by a concert, two males shouting
and roaring at each other not a mile from the tent.
But up to this moment, although we had been on the
look-out, and had heard them times without number,
we had not seen a single lion. We were to
get quite close enough to them before our stay was
over.

The second day we found the place we were
looking for, which was, as I have stated, nine miles
from the camp. We had also laid out our plan of
campaign, the two principal ideas of which were these :
that we would do no shooting while the photographs
were being taken, and, if there was any to be done,
—and, of course, meat had to be secured—it would
be miles in the opposite direction from where we
had located our hide-ups.

For years, the Wanderobo, those prowling hunters
of low caste that are to be found all through East
Africa, and correspond in habits to the Bushman of
the far south, the Wambuti of the forest country, and
the Batwa of the hills, have been wont to dwell in little
clefts or caves in the rocks on the banks of the dead
and dusty river. Lydford had picked out one of these,
that, with a little work, could be made into a shelter
sufficient to accommodate four men. We bridged it
over with some thorn bushes and slabs of palm wood.
It did not look very secure when we had finished,
and Kearton said, as he surveyed it:

‘““Now if a lion jumps on that, the whole thing
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will come to smash and he can pick us out at his
leisure.”

Not a comforting thought, take it altogether, when
we came to reason it out. Nevertheless, in this nar-
row little cleft in the rocks, we subsequently passed
some very exciting, if not adventurous nights, and
from here we set out every morning for the hide-ups,
where, under a grilling sun, with a temperature rang-
ing between 120 and 130, we waited for the animals to
come down to the water. There were many days
when we drew complete blanks, and others when the
excitement and reward of accomplished purpose
repaid us for the fierce grilling and all the attendant
discomforts to which we were subjected.



CHAPTER III

PICTURE LAND—THE LITTLE BACK ROOM IN
NOAH’S ARK

URIOSITY and caution are strangely blended

in all wild beasts, but the latter element is
mainly predominant, and perhaps the curiosity shown
is but another name for the extremest caution; that
is, the animal seems bent upon making a close and
still closer inspection of anything that appears to be
strange and out of its usual experience, a cautious
testing as to whether the unusual object, be it stationary
or moving, is harmless or harmful. Every wild four-
footed animal unacquainted with the death-dealing
power of firearms will turn after a few swift bounds,
or a frightened burst of speed, and gaze all alert at
the intruder before making a swift mental decision
as to the best means of self-preservation. It is the
hunter’s opportunity, and that sudden pause and look
back has cost many a naturally wary animal its
life. It is not stupidity, as some thoughtless and
casual writers have observed. It is exactly the reverse.
It is the instinct, the ingrained nature of the beast
who depends upon eyesight, sense of smell and
swiftness of foot, to escape from manifold dangers.

Now, to place a strange and possibly obtrusive object
24
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suddenly in the view of animals that are preyed upon
by others would serve the same purpose as erecting a
scarecrow in a field of standing corn. It would take
them a long time to get used to it, but if it gradually
assumes proportions, they become accustomed to it by
degrees, and finding always by a close investigation that
it is harmless, dismiss it from their minds and forget
it altogether.

Having chosen the best positions for our hide-ups,
it took us a full week to finish them, although each
could have been completed in possibly an hour’s time.
After they had received the finishing touches, they
were not visited by us for three or four days, and in
every case we found that they had been subjected to
a thorough inspection. The wary baboons had climbed
in and out of them. The Grévy zebra had walked all
around them. The elephants had passed their trunks
inside. The rhino alone had displayed no interest in
their presence, but he is perhaps the least suspicious
of all the great beasts whose size and strength pre-
cludes them fearing any foe but man.

“His brain is small, his bulk immense,
His sight is dim, his hearing tense,
He’s lacking most in common sense.”

The first week was anything but encouraging.
Whether it was the fact that we had shown ourselves
too openly, or perhaps our scent remained too strong
in the neighbourhood of our hiding-places, we could

not at first determine. At all events we got no pic-
E
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tures worth recording, and we returned to the Samburra
camp tired and disheartened. Three days, or at the
best four, we found were quite sufficient. It required
the remainder of the week to rest up. We found
that we were not the only occupants of the cleft in the
rocks. Lizards, beetles, wasps, spiders, in fact, biting
insects of all kinds, insisted upon sharing our lodging,
and also a most objectionable tick, that when he once
got hold of you, buried his head in your tender flesh,
and produced a dark red swelling about the size of a
shilling, that burned and itched like a coal of fire.
Entomology was not one of our pursuits, but we had
found a capital place in which to pursue a few
elusive and possibly rare specimens. After a con-
sultation, we concluded that we would no longer
light any fire down by the hide-ups, and that we
would have our food brought from the Samburra camp,
and left at a big tree a mile above the cave, sending
for it in the early morning, every other day.

Our second attempt was more encouraging and
prolific of experience. We discovered that we must
get up earlier. We must be at the hide-ups before
the animals began to move, and this meant daybreak.
Another thing we learned, there were too many
of the little wells pawed out by those capital
hydraulic engineers, Messrs. Kifaru, Tembo, and
Co., the rhino and elephant, so we employed our-
selves in stopping many of the outlying ones with heavy
stones and thorn bush branches, and covering the
whole with sand. We did navvy’s work at this for
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some days, and our efforts were rewarded. We began
to learn much about the drinking habits of animals,
at what time we might expect the oryx, when the
impalla quench their thirst, the time to look for the
baboon, and the Grévy zebra, or the giraffe. Some
only drank in the morning, some in the evening,
some twice a day, and the giraffe was satisfied with
once every five days, but he was as regular as a
clock. Every now and then we had unexpected
visitors, a water buck, for instance, and Heaven only
knows what he was doing up in that hot, parched
country. Jackal, wild pig, and wart-hog put in oc-
casional appearance. We also saw gerenuk, those
long-necked, uncanny-looking gazelle, near the water
holes, but not once did we see one drinking. It is
the popular idea, even among the natives, that they
do not drink at all. This can hardly be so, but they
feed late into the evening after the dew has fallen
and are moving before sunrise. Perhaps they are noc-
turnal drinkers. I am sufficiently convinced that they
can see well in semi-darkness.

The elephants, to our great mortification, only
came down at nightt We could see them in the
faint light, moving sometimes within less than a
hundred yards from our little back room in Noah's
Ark. They screamed and trumpeted, blowing sand
and water over their huge bodies, but only once did
one linger long enough for us to get a good sight of
him by daylight. He was a huge lone bull with
small tusks, and as it was the first wild elephant that
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I had clearly seen I compared him with my recol-
lection of the famous Jumbo, and Jumbo suffered by
comparison. It is not always the largest elephant that
carries the heaviest ivory, and I doubt if this big bull’s
tusks would have gone over thirty or thirty-five pounds.
It was early dawn when we discovered him, wander-
ing about the sandy river bed, and very cautiously,
with the cameras ready, we began to stalk him. I
do not doubt but what we could have secured
some pictures had it not been for the irritating habits
of the baboons, whose different colonies in the
neighbourhood would have made a population of
thousands. Whether they had made a compact with
the elephant to play sentry for him we never could
determine, but at a single bark from a watchful old
female baboon, who was observing us from a tree-top,
he was off, ears spread out like spinnakers. Having
been thus disclosed, we started after him hot foot,
but as he easily went eight miles to our five, we
were soon distanced and gave it up. He must have
been a rampageous old fellow possessed of great
strength and a vile temper, for he had needlessly
wrecked the scenery, overturning huge trees, some
two feet in diameter, and tossing them about all -over
the place. He did not belong to the escarpment
herd, that consisted mainly of cows with calves, and
very young bulls. He was just a pestiferous old
bachelor, or, perhaps, a disgruntled widower. At all
events, he disdained the company of his kind, and
when he was down, and the desire for drink was
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on him, the rest gave him a wide berth and let him
have it all to himself.

I have spoken of the baboons, our constant neigh-
bours. They irritated us at times, and amused us at
others. That our presence was considered an in-
trusion, they let us know by the use of most ob-
jectionable language. They swore at us, cursed us,
threw all kinds of epithets that are quite unprintable in
our direction, jeered, taunted and flaunted us, until
on one occasion I thought I would have to resort
to retaliation, and break the rule, by taking a pot
shot at a grey-whiskered old villain who tried to
incite his followers to open attack. After an angry
harangue, in which he apparently called them all
cowards and faint hearts, with a tremendous snarling
and growling, he dashed forward in my direction, hair
all abristle, and great white fangs showing below
his curled up nether lip. Kearton and Lydford were
at the hide-up below at the water hole, and I was
peaceably but ostensibly showing myself all alone at
the upper one, three-quarters of a mile away, in order
to oblige the animals to go farther down for their
water. Seeing that he was not followed, the old
bully suddenly stopped, and began searching about
him on the ground. I thought for an instant that
he was looking for a stone to throw at me, and
finding one first myself heaved it in his direction.
He uttered a grunt of contempt at my marksmanship,
and further expressed his feelings by turning his
back to me, and slowly retreating, looking over his
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shoulder every now and then, as if to say: ‘‘If
I had only one or two to back me I'd teach
you something, young-feller-me-lad!”” I am not
certain whether there were different varieties fre-
quenting the water holes or not, but certainly
this belligerent old warrior was twice the size of any
baboon I have seen before or since; he would have
weighed close to one hundred and thirty pounds.
Down in the hide-ups, when we got there before
the baboons were aware of our presence, we have
often been convulsed with laughter at their antics.
They had regular games, and impromptu sports,
and comported themselves exactly like a huge picnic
party out for a good time in the country. The
young ones played ‘‘king of the mound” on a
great smooth-surfaced rock, hurling each other off
and climbing up again, each one in turn maintain-
ing but a momentary supremacy, and all the time in
the best of humour and childish spirits. The
mothers, with their infants on their backs, would
come down and deposit them by the water, and
then sit about and gossip, keeping a watchful eye
on their offspring all the time. The old men sat
apart with their hands on their knees just as you
see old grandfathers sitting on the bench after the
day’s work is done. The loving couples found
secluded corners and either sat shoulder to shoulder,
in the enjoyment of soulful communion, or spooned
or quarrelled to their heart’s content. Never will we
forget one old fellow, a great-great-grandfather he



. M3V S,YBON U} woOy AdBg SMIT QL ,, WO} MIIA
STJAVHID ANV SVIEdZ AAJUD



Digitized by GOOS[Q



PICTURE LAND 3r

might have been from the appearance of him, sitting
in dignified solemnity by the side of a water hole. Every
now and then he scratched himself in the neighbour-
hood of the lower ribs.

‘““He’s looking for a match,” said Kearton, in a
whisper. ‘‘ He'll light his pipe presently.”

We got in such fits of silent laughter sometimes
that it was almost impossible to photograph. A little
baby bab who was still in the crawling, or, better, toddling
stage, fell into the water hole near where the old man
was sitting. In a very leisurely manner the old fellow
hauled him out, looked him in the face reprovingly,
turned him upside down, administered a slap, and called
the mother’s attention to what the young one was about.
Mind you, all this is not exaggeration. It is absolute
fact. They never appeared at odd hours, but generally
towards nine o’clock, and their stay never lasted longer
than forty minutes. A lone bark sounded, followed by a
series of others, and slowly they retreated to their rocky
castles, perhaps two or ‘three miles away. In five
minutes after that signal sounded there would not be a
baboon in sight.

The vultures were almost always there. There were
four or five varieties of them, and frequently some
eagles. The baboons—in fact, all the game—strolled
in and out amongst them in most friendly fashion.
These ugly scavengers and birds of prey were regular
topers. They lounged about the water holes all day,
occasionally drinking, and frequently having little rows
among themselves. Right under the eye of the camera
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on one occasion (it is recorded on the film), a big bull
oryx walked up to a group and scattered them with
his horns. It was just like a policeman saying: *‘Here,
you loafers, move on. You've hung around here long
enough.”

When the game was coming, we in the hide-up
forgot the broiling heat and the crawling things that
persisted in working their way under our clothing. It
was quite fascinating to watch the timid impalla
approach. The ewes shy and frightened—perhaps,
being females, it was half pretence—being herded along
by their lord and master, and he, jealous as an old Turk
with his harem, making frequent rushes at the gay
and unattached Lotharios who hung about the flanks
of his polygamous family. The Grévy zebra would
come trotting down, clattering along like detachments of
cavalry. Prerogatives they insisted on; the stallions
drank before the mares, and the mothers before their off-
spring. We were much amused by watching a tidy little
mare teach her foal manners. The young one, a beau-
tiful creature, insisted on putting his nose into his

- mother’s drink, and having repeated the offence, received
a good slam in the ribs by way of admonition, not a hard
kick that would do any harm, but just a little lesson in
family etiquette that appeared to be taken to heart.

Sometimes as we peered out through the peep holes
in our hide-ups, we had the satisfaction of seeing many
different animals gathered at the same time. Oryx and
impalla, Grévy, wild pig and vulture were wandering
about, and slowly we were accumulating our photo-
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graphic treasures, those we had come so many miles to
get, and then, after we had been in the neighbourhood
over a month, came our two red letter days. We had
several nights that are firmly impressed on our memory,
and I had one experience perhaps worth recording, for
the reason of its varied sensations, but these two days
stand out above the others, and, luckily enough, the
moving picture films have recorded both occasions.

By the time we were ready to begin actual work the
brilliant moon, under whose light we had marched up
from the river, had disappeared, and the nights were
cloudy. It seemed as if all the lions in the neighbour-
hood had come to the vicinity of the water hole. We
kept no fires, and the meeting ground they had chosen
was but thirty or forty yards from our sleeping place.
We did not discover until later that there was a large
cave or den in the rocks but a few yards to the rear of
the cleft we had chosen, and that a lioness had evidently
whelped there not long before. It was filled with
bones, among which zebra and giraffe predominated,
two complete skulls of the latter lying near the mouth.

Anyone who has attended feeding time at the Zoo
when old Leo Africanus is at his vocal best, can
recall the peculiar vibrating sensation that seems to
run through the whole body when facing an open-
mouthed and full grown male, and more than once
Kearton, Lydford, and myself, and old Harmonica, the
gun bearer, who slept on the rocky floor with us,
have experienced the same vibration, only there were

no intervening bars, nothing but a few slabs of palm
F .
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wood, and some thorn branches, none too thick or
sturdy. They met, these serenaders, under our rock,
raised perhaps some twenty feet above the river bed,
but in two bounds a lion could have reached the
top of it. We lay there with our rifles in our hands
listening to the grand, if somewhat disturbing, chorus.
It was pitch dark outside, and we had no light
except a feebly-glowing electric battery lamp, which
we kept hid beneath a blanket, ready for emergency. 1
kept thinking of the photographer’s comforting
suggestion as to what might happen if one of the
big cats, after the fashion of his domesticated and
smaller cousins, should attempt to gain the vantage
point of our ridgepole. Some nights we actually
got no sleep at all. One evening they began at
about eight, and continued without intermission until
nearly seven in the morning.

Experienced readers may wonder why these lions,
or, in fact, any of the other animals, never got our
wind. The explanation is simple. What air there
was stirring blew constantly and without change in
one direction, from the south-east, steady as any trade.

Our hide-ups had been built to take full advantage
of this fact, and in every case our scent was blown
away from the water holes. We had even found that
by going at it very carefully, we could smoke sparingly
while taking pictures, without disturbing our subjects.

One of the lions wandered up out of the sandy
stretch that was all marked with their footprints
each morning, and somehow did get our wind one
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night. He had been mumbling and talking to him-
self good-humouredly enough, but now he gave a
sudden snort of anger and astonishment, and then
commenced low and rather threatening grumblings,
and very hoarse, gurgling notes deep in his throat.
The others—and we judged there was a quartette of
them just below us—stopped and appeared to be
listening. We thought the attack, if they ever would
attack, was coming. I heard Lydford ask old Har-
monica if he had the spare rifle, and I remember
the little black man’s calm, ‘N’'dio bwana. Nina
tayari "'—*‘ Yes, master, I am ready.”” There followed
a dead silence, and then we heard the rattling of
some old biscuit tins that we had thrown into a
hollow at the base of the rock. Another gasping
snort, and a silence, and we heard our friends ex-
pressing their feelings, and voicing our relief, a
hundred yards away to the left.

It was the next morning but one that Kearton
got a strange picture by accident. From the upper
hide-up a large herd of impalla could be seen grazing
down toward the water hole, and moving very slowly,
when suddenly the well known deep-toned roar of a male
lion was heard a short distance away to the right. It
was coming nearer, and then, most surprising sight,
a full-grown, black-maned fellow came walking, or,
better, half trotting, along the edge of the river
bank, heading toward the ramp that led down to
the sandy stretch, and as he came on he kept re-
peating those rasping half grunts, half barks, that
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always follow the deep-toned bellowing note. With-
out an intake of breath, he repeated this over twenty
times. And the impalla, not a hundred yards beyond
hsm, did not rasse thesr heads!

They kept on quietly feeding. It was a lesson in
natural history, and a moment of intense dramatic in-
terest, and Kearton, although the light was not
brilliant, had all the time kept turning the handle of
the Newman silent camera, and we have that picture
on the film. Although the beautiful black-maned
male presented a fair target, not a rifle was pointed at
him, and after another roar he walked sedately into
the bush.

The behaviour of the impalla was contrary to all
ideas of what animals would do under the circumstances,
and the obvious lesson was this: Those timid gazelles
knew one of three things, or perhaps knew all of them.
The fact that the lion was roaring may have been a
sign of truce, it maybe was proof to them that he had
already made his kill and had fed, and was exulting
over his perfect digestion; they may have recognised
the fact that he was not hunting, and bore them person-
ally no ill-will; or that seeing him in broad daylight,
trusting to their swiftness of foot, that they could
escape at any time if he made a move in their direction.
This happened between seven and eight o'clock in the
morning. A few hours later the light would have
been more brilliant, and it would have made a better
picture, but there it is, a witness to this story.

The day before we left: the water holes, we secured
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a moving picture of no fewer than twelve giraffe. It
took them nearly two hours to come down to the
water, but no sooner were they there, when the other
animals, perceiving them, abandoned all their own
cautious scouting and approaching, and came fairly
galloping down, helter-skelter, as if saying to themselves:
‘“The giraffes are here, boys and girls, everything's
safe. Come on.” ‘The giraffe has probably the
keenest eyesight and is, moreover, the timidest of all
living creatures. It was fascinating to see them, some
reaching to the height of twenty feet or more, feeding
from the tops of the trees, and then when they
had reached the water, straddling out their fore-legs
awkwardly, and sucking up the liquid through
their hose pipe of a neck. Kearton ran off all the
film that he had in both cameras that morning, and
probably no better picture of giraffe will ever be
secured.

Not far back in this chapter, I threatened to put
in a story dealing with sensations. Not a sensational
story, by any means, mark you, but as the feelings and
impulses that governed me were my own at the moment,
perhaps I have the right to record them.

It was some time after the new moon was grow-
ing to brilliancy, and our friends the lions seemed to
have deserted the neighbourhood. Their voices were
few and far away, which was conducive to rest, and
soothing to the nerves. I had started out one morn-
ing, taking the small calibre rifle, much with the same
feeling toward it that a suburban householder has for
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the revolver he slips under his pillow, that it might
be useful ‘‘in case.”” As the ‘‘case’’ had never arrived,
perhaps I had grown careless; on this occasion I had
thoughtlessly left my cartridge belt behind, and there
were but two shots in the magazine. Kearton and
Lydford were at the upper water hole, and I had
proceeded hardly a half mile beyond when I heard
the warning bark of the baboons.

Looking across the dried river bed I perceived
that every man jack of them all, ladies and children
included, were up the trees, and plainly quite disturbed
about something. It was an opportunity to get close
to them, so ploughing through the heavy sand, I reached
the farther bank, and walked over towards some thorn
trees a short distance ahead of me; and now my sen-
sations began, and I quite envied the position of the
baboons.

From very close to there came a challenging, snarl-
ing grunt, followed by the appearance over the brow of
a little rise of ground, about sixty or eighty yards away,
of a big male lion, and, almost immediately, a lioness ap-
peared on his left, while a third, a year old cub, of what
sex I don’t know, came out of the bushes on his right.
Whether they had been watching me or not I am un-
certain, but one thing I am sure of is that I wished I
were some place else. The lion, making a very dis-
agreeable noise, made a short rush in my direction and
then stood there, continuing the noise. The lioness
then took a few steps and laid down head towards me.
The cub stood at the top of the hill watching me over
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his shoulder. Of course, if I had been looking for an
opportunity for a good ‘‘right and left,”’ here it was.
I had two cartridges, and the cub might have made
off, but then again I might have missed, or only
wounded one of them, and then what? Having put
down these suppositions, I must honestly confess that
I never thought of shooting at all, although automat-
ically I slid off the safety catch and brought my rifle
up to the ready.

All T wanted of those lions was for them to go away,
peaceably and quietly, and to live the rest of their lives
in health and plenty. There was nothing to do but
stand there. If I had retreated, I dare say they would
have come on. I had not the comfort of believing in
‘“the power of the human eye,” and although I had
heard that ‘‘music hath charms, etc.,”” I had no ins-
trument with me, and do not think I could have struck
up a note if I had possessed the voice of a- Mario.

The whole aspect of the peaceful scene seemed to
change. It was no longer the same place inhabited
by gentle gazelle and timid giraffe. I seemed to have
been transported miles away from the scene, and quite
dominating every other feeling was one of self-accu-
sation. I acknowledged to myself that I was more
kinds of an adjective fool than I had ever acknow-
ledged before. In the first place, for leaving home and
being there at all; in the second, for not having filled
my magazine and having left my cartridges behind;
and the third feeling was an incipient regret that, if
anything did happen, I would never be able to
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tell about it, or offer any excuse for my sudden
and peculiar defection! These were absolutely my
sensations. I shall always feel grateful to that year
old cub, for he was the first one to make a move.
He apparently suddenly lost interest in the state of
affairs, and slowly walked over the top of the hill
The male seemed to be for a moment undecided,
and then he trotted off with that easy loose-jointed
way of all great cats. The lioness for a time remained
where she was, then jumping up, she followed him out
of sight, '

From the bottom of my heart, I wished them God-
speed! No sooner had they reached the other side
of the hill than they put up a terrible row. I think there
were others there, perhaps there was a troop of them,
but by this time I had reached the other bank. I had
gone but a little way back towards the cave, when I
met old Harmonica, the gun bearer, coming down at
a trot with the express rifle and my cartridge belt.
Together we approached the hide-up, where Kearton
and Lydford, who had heard the noise, were doing a
bit of wondering as to what part I had in it, as they
knew I was down in that direction. Kearton tells a
story of my trying to whistle as I came up. It’s a
good story, but I don’t remember trying to do any-
thing so rash. We armed ourselves and went after
the loud-voiced ones, but they had moved on.

The bird life of the country is not exceedingly
varied. We missed the brilliant-hued warblers, weaver
birds, hornbills and kingfishers that we had seen
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farther to the south. The birds here were mostly
dull in colour, and appeared to be the size of English
sparrows. There were many varieties of shrikes and
hawks. But if a lover of shooting had been there,
for two hours of the day he could have kept his
loader busy, and his gun as hot as he ever had shoot-
ing driven grouse from the butts.

At about eight in the morning the sand grouse
and pigeon began to arrive by the thousand, and the
same thing occurred between five and six in the
evening. Flying low, they hurtled past our heads so
close that we could almost have knocked them down
with sticks. The sound of their wings kept up a
continuous whistling and whirring. They seemed to
come from all directions, flock following flock; after
a long drink and a moment’s pluming of their feathers
they were off, but while they were there, which
hardly lasted three-quarters of an hour, the sand
absolutely seemed to be moving with them. The
horned guinea fowl lived all about the water holes;
they seldom flew unless they were disturbed, but
trooped down to the water, hundreds and hundreds of
them, scuttling back to the bush when they had
quenched their thirst. The boys caught them and
the pigeons and doves by scores in little traps of cord
and twigs, but it was seldom that they snared a sand
grouse, I think for the reason that these birds walk
with their heads very upright.

One day a secretary bird came to visit us and

stalked round on his stilted exaggerated legs like a
R .
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Hessian Grenadier. An occasional marabout would
walk down for a gulp of water, standing about looking
for all the world like a character from *‘ Pickwick.”
We caught a falcon in the traps one day and it grew
quite tame, but becoming tired of our society, it
sailed off one fine morning and never came back.
Once I saw some geese travelling north, heading for
the Nile perhaps, from their haunts in the Lorian
Swamp, far to the south.

There were plenty of snakes of various kinds near
the water holes, and on our way back when we
stopped at the first oasis we found four varieties up
the branches of one single tree; three of these snakes
were ‘‘beya,’’ as the natives called them, or probably
very poisonous.

Time and provisions were both running short, and it
was necessary soon to get back to sources of supplies,
but before we leave the Samburra camp there is a little
story that might be related that goes to show that the
black brother, supposedly so simple and childish, may
possess a wily mind, and be capable of deceptions,
that prove both enterprising and inventive. I possessed
a Masai ‘‘syce,’”’ or pony boy, who had sole charge
of my mule. Kearton’s patient animal had died, pos-
sibly from a broken heart, injured back, or a snake
bite, so we were one short. I had taken a great fancy
to my particular syce, for he was intelligent, and pos-
sessed a sense of humour, and moreover apparently
understood my Swahili. He had lived in his earlier
youth close to the Uashu Neru, and understood



GREETINGS FROM WONDEROBO

ELLEN, THE STRAY CAMEL

cens

~eey



Digitized by Google



PICTURE LAND 43

enough of the Samburra tongue to act as interpreter
in our dealings with the local chief, and with any other
people with whom we wished to hold communication.

One day, there had drifted into our camp a stray
Randili camel, or maybe it belonged to the Boran,
who were also in the neighbourhood. It was a female
camel, and bore such a strong resemblance to an
aged and unmarried domestic who had once been in
the employ of an aunt of mine that I called her
‘““Ellen.”” Well, Ellen would have made quite an
acquisition to our forces. She could forage for herself,
drank but little, and could carry four or five men’s
loads, so she was quite welcome to stay with us,
as long as she liked, for her simple board and
lodging.

We made quite a pet of Ellen, but one afternoon,
when we were all in camp except Lydford and the
wmpara, who had gone down to superintend the boys
who were cleaning out one of the wells, my syce,
who answered to the name of Peto, appeared and
informed me that some Boran had arrived who had
lost a camel, and that they claimed Ellen as their
own. I asked him to bring the Boran up. Four
natives carrying spears appeared, and the following
colloquy took place:

‘“ Ask them, Peto,”” said I, ‘‘if they are sure it is
their camel.”

He turned and said something in a tongue that no
one but himself understood, and then showing his
fine white teeth in a charmingly amiable smile, he said :
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‘*N’dio, bwana, they say she belongs to them. See,
she has a mark on her leg that they know.”

‘““Well, then, tell them, Peto, if she’s theirs they
can have her,” I said. ‘‘ We do not wish to keep a
camel that does not belong to us.” I spoke, I recol-
lect, with all the manner of the ‘ honest and upright
judge.”

It seemed to me he took a long time saying this;
then the Boran said something more and walked off
with Ellen. That was all there was to it.

Now, what do you suppose that open, frank-faced
rascal was doing all the time? We found out later.
They were not Boran at all. They were merely
Samburra from the neighbouring kraal. He was tell-
ing them that we wished to sell the camel, and
would take four goats, two sheep and a kid for it,
if they wished to make a bargain, which they grate-
fully did. But we saw nothing of the sheep, goats,
or even the kid. Peto collected them by instal-
ments, and he and his boon companions held
nocturnal feasts up among the rocks, while we were
down at the water holes. There's enterprise for
you! Peto should really not have been a Masai but
a Somali. Not content with this, he used to ride my
mule up to the Samburra encampment, and indulge
in some sort of native gambling game, at which he
was probably a card sharp. He was caught galloping
the mule back one evening. Ellen was found at
the kraal, the story came out, and Peto was reduced
to the ranks as a porter. Not liking this, he deserted



PICTURE LAND 45

when we got back to the river, succeeded somehow in
working his way back to civilisation, and, under bad
advice, had the temerity to sue for his wages when we
returned to Nairobi. That was the first bad break Peto
made. The case went against him, and he was
sentenced to thirty days’ imprisonment, from which
he probably emerged sleek and fat and happy. I am
told they feed the natives very well at the jail ; at least,
their meals are regular, which is more than can be
said for them when enjoying their freedom. Let us
take up the trail once more.

With our precious films stowed away in air-tight
boxes, we packed up our belongings, and marched
southward to the Uashu Neru.

The river was no longer in flood, and we forded it
at the same place where we had crossed before in the
pontoon, taking the precaution to fire a few shots into
the water, for a man-cating crocodile had taken a
Somali here a few days previously. As he had no
money on his person, his companions had soon re-
covered from the shock of his loss and gone on their
way. A big black lion had been repeatedly seen here
in the bush by the natives, and in company with
Claydon we went on a hunt for him, as some of our
own boys had reported seeing him while out gather-
ing wood. He had disappeared when we got there,
but a few weeks later Claydon succeeded in finding
him, or, better, the lion found Claydon. Being
wounded, the beast mauled the poor chap so severely
that at first life was despaired of. His rifle had
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jammed, and he was rescued by a Somali who bravely
came up close and fired both barrels of a shot gun
into the lion’s body, and they only succeeded in get-
ting him to the hospital just in time, where he spent
three months recovering. After a two days’ stay at
the post we pressed on southward for Kenia, heading
for Nyeri, that lies but a six days’ march north of
Nairobi.

Before we had reached the slopes where the wild
olive begins, and while we were still in the land of
the acacia and euphorbia trees, we had the good fortune
to be witnesses to a little drama that it falls to the
lot of but few ever to see. And at very close
quarters, not more than fifteen yards, we got photo-
graphs of the whole thing.

It was really divided into three acts with a pro-
logue, and I have termed it a ‘‘ Drama of Greed.”

Before the safari had fairly started for the day’s
march we came to a lion kill, a Grévy zebra, not
more than three-quarters of a mile from camp. The
animal had been killed the evening before and was
but partly devoured, down the flanks scoring the skin
were the claw marks, each cut plainly discernible and
stretching fully an inch wider than the extent of a man'’s
hand between thumb and little finger. It was evident
that the animal had been attacked from behind. We
frightened away two or three hyenas as we approached.
Close to the body grew a large thorn bush. It required
very little work with a ‘‘panga’’—the heavy knife for
cutting through the undergrowth—to clear out the
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middle of the shrubbery. It made an ideal hide-up,
and soon we were ensconced within, the silent
camera in place. It was our hope that perhaps the
hyenas, or even the lion, might return. At all events,
we were certain to get good pictures of vultures before
the morning had passed. The light broadened until it
was just right for photographic work, and our first
visitor appeared. It was a male jackal, a very large
one, and in the pink of condition. So close were we
that we could see every hair, and even the colour of
his eyes. For a time he had it all to himself, and
then a big vulture with a stretch of seven or eight
feet dropped down out of the sky. Presently others
came, until there were a score or more of them sitting
round exactly as if they were waiting to be asked to
draw up and pitch in.

Emboldened at last, four or five of the largest
strutted up closer, but the jackal would admit of no
disturbance. He charged at them and drove them
back. More began to arrive ; they came out of the
sky from all directions, but the plucky little jackal
waded into them like a constable breaking up a
crowd. More came, and soon they were too many for
him. With the courage of numbers they fairly
smothered him, beating at him with wing, and fight-
ing with claw and beak.

There is an old saying that ‘‘A hive of bees
will whip a bull.” To stretch the simile a bit, the
bees in this case were quite as large as their antago-
nist, who at last gave up the fight and beat a retreat.
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Still they came, until there were possibly two hundred
of them, scrawny-necked, bald-headed cloud fliers, and
smallér ones of all degrees. They fought and scrambled,
cackled and screamed, amid a cloud of dust and
feathers. Then quickly they started off, many of the
larger hopping some length along the ground, rising
with difficulty like heavy aeroplanes.

To our surprise we heard human voices, and two
almost naked Wanderobo appeared. They looked at
what the birds had left—and even in that short time
there was mighty little of it—and began to pick up
the scattered feathers, talking and laughing all the
time, unconscious that their every movement was
being recorded on the film. They came so close
that we could not understand how they missed see-
ing us in the bush, for actually at one time the taller
of the two savages was within eight feet of the camera.
A whisper and a nod passed between us, and Lydford
fired his rifle up into the air. The Wanderobo were
nonplussed. Where had the shot come from? They
gathered together whispering, looking round in every
direction, for they had never located the sound.

Even a second shot failed to give them the informa-
tion of our hiding-place, but the third, fired when
they were within five or six feet, started them. With
a wild howl they fled, and so far as we know they
are running yet.

We packed up our things and left. The porters
were far ahead of us, and it was over two hours before
we caught up with them.

—
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This day we heard a lion roaring at noon, a rather
unusual occurrence. Once we just caught a glimpse
of two big males making off from the water toward
the hillside.

Mack, our dog, was a long way ahead, and took
after them; he soon returned, however, looking a bit
foolish, but endeavouring to impress us that he had made
a mistake, and it was all imagination—there were no lions
there at all. Even when we pointed out their very
fresh tracks, neither he nor Lady displayed the slightest
interest.

By the evening we reached the foot-hills.



CHAPTER 1V
THE MARCH PAST KENIA

T the water holes, the barometer had shown that

we were but 1,060 feet above the sea level.
Now we were constantly ascending and on August
2nd we had reached the altitude of 5,280 feet
and the temperature was delightful, the thermo-
meter registering 78° at eleven o’clock as against
120° in the hide-ups. Our camp was pitched amidst
the grandest trees that we had yet seen, immense
thorns, some five feet and more in diameter, growing
on the banks of a clear stream. The whole country
had a well kept appearance, like a gentleman’s park,
the tall lush grass was almost waist high in the
meadows, and there were spaces smooth as lawns. Kenia
was growing clearer and clearer, the immense glacier
shining in the sun with the shadows of the pinnacles
slanting across it. We were nearing the Equator, but
the nights were very cold. Kearton, while out with
old Harmonica and a few porters late in the even-
ing, saw five lions down in a little hollow gathered
about a recent Kkill, and sent word back to the camp.
Lydford and I ran out to him, with the two gun-

bearers and the rifles, and we went after them, but
50
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as in all our lion hunting so far, we again drew
a blank. They disappeared into the tall grass like
snakes.

Earlier in the day, we had found a man’s skull
and some human bones beside the trail, and when we
reached Nyeri were told that no fewer than five Meru
natives had been killed by lions in that vicinity within
the previous month. There was a boy in the doctor’s
hands there severely mauled. Possibly the man-eaters
were among the lot that Kearton saw that evening.
In the next few days, we were skirting the forest, and
well could I imagine that I was in the woods of
New Brunswick or Nova Scotia. Moss-grown larches
and cedars had taken the place of palm and thorn
trees. Dashing brown trout streams tumbled down the
steep gorges. Buffalo spoor was everywhere. We were
proceeding along the trail that leads from Meru to
Nyeri when we made a strange discovery, and ran
across the record of a most unusual and tragic
episode. The accompanying photograph shows plainly
what had happened. This great rock, rising some
seventy feet, had stood there since the glacial period.
Under its bulging and overhanging front, the natives
of the neighbourhood had found shelter times in-
numerable.

Now, just three days before we came to this spot,
a Meru caravan, trading through their own country,
had reached here as night overtook them, and crawl-
ing under the rock that must have extended some
fifteen or eighteen feet, had lit great fires to keep them-
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selves warm, for shortly after sunset the temperature
lowers very suddenly; in the early morning it is
often only 42°. The fierce sun of noonday had beaten
on the great stone until it had probably been heated
like a biscuit in an oven. Then as the temperature
fell there had come an icy rain. The fires the natives
built had kept up the heat underneath, and in a little
fissure that we could easily trace water must have
gathered. At all events, without a word of warning,
the huge slab, 60 feet high, 70 feet long, and 18 feet
thick by actual measurement, had fallen down upon
them, leaving a clean straight line of cleavage. Eighteen
men and nine women were crushed to death in a frac-
tion of a second. Their bodies, at least most of them
that were farther in, were ground deep into the earth,
safer from possible disturbance than any royal Cheops
in his pyramid. The numbers of those thus crushed to
death and entombed we learned from the three survi-
vors whom we met the day afterwards. We could see
the place where the men who escaped had been sleep-
ing, just outside of the perimeter of the fallen mass
of stone. The hyenas had already been at their ghastly
work and had dug out two or three of the bodies
on the edge, and the evidence that there were more
still half exposed was plain to the senses. Scattered
all round were blankets, spears, and bows and arrows,
and over two hundred pounds of native tobacco neatly
wrapped in banana leaves lay on the ground. Although
it might have been considered a windfall for the natives,
not a boy of our safari could be persuaded to touch
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a single thing. It was difficult indeed to get them
to approach the place, and the three survivors asserted
that they would never go near the neighbourhood
again. Both the Kikuyu and the Meru consider that
the person or belongings of a dead man are ‘‘taboo.”
If there is a death in a village the people move away,
tearing holes in the hut where the body lies, so that
the hyenas can easily get at it. Not until it is thus
removed will they return, when everything belonging
to the dead is burnt.

Not feeling any of this superstition ourselves we
gathered up some handsome bows and spears and
trinkets, and so far have suffered no evil effects from
their possession. This discovery was made on Monday,
August 4th, the day that the Mohammedan Lent or
Ramadan begins. Mysterious and wonderful are the
contents of an African’s ditty bag. We discovered
that beside Juma and the #n'mpara both our gun-
bearers and four of the porters were devout Moham-
medans. As the new moon rose they appeared clad
in immaculate white, and stood there muttering prayers
and slowly genuflecting. Where they had kept those
white garments I do not know, but I shall never forget
the sight of the huge figure of our head man in a white
worsted sweater and flannel tennis trousers standing
there in the faint moonlight. It is said that Ramadan
is a time of fasting, but, so far as could be detected,
the Mohammedans ate as much as anyone else, at least
they drew their full rations. A day or two later I find
this entry in my diary:

‘
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““Three more days’ marching and we will be in
Nyeri. Ho! for fresh eggs and milk!"

It was time that we had reached some place where
we could replenish our supplies, for the very day that
we got there we finished our last pound of tea, the
sugar had run out, and we were on the last tin of jam.

Nyeri is a very beautiful Government post where
everything is as neat as a new pin, and although there
are only fifteen white residents all told, including three
women, wives of officials, there are flower gardens
and tennis courts and a very well laid out golf links.
Thus does the Englishman make a place to follow his
home pursuits and customs. Geographical position
counts for nothing. Here is the spot, here is a ball,
let’s toss or roll, kick, knock or bowl it!

A few years before, it would have taken us six days
to get into Nairobi, for the distance is 103 miles. We
did it in less than ten hours over a good Government
road in an automobile. The safari followed on foot.

Our gun-bearers and the cook, carrying no loads,
walked in in three days, which quick going averaged
over thirty miles a day.

It seemed quite exciting to be in a town again,
with the streets filled with automobiles, motor cycles,
and tooting trains going by on the track before the
hotel verandah, but, above all, it was good to get fresh
eggs and vegetables, and to see the newspapers and
read our accumulated letters. Nairobi was much dis-
turbed over the presence in the neighbourhood of the
plague of meningitis that was sweeping off the natives,

'
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principally the Kikuyus and the Wakambas, by thousands.
It had also attacked the whites, and there were a
number of cases being taken care of in the town. The
Government native hospitals were full to overflowing.
Although not much was said about it in the home
papers, a man who should be well informed told me
that probably forty thousand of the black population
had perished in seven months. I have seen no Govern-
ment statistics on the subject and only give this for
what it is worth.

Africa is a land of peculiar and mysterious maladies that
assail both man and domestic animals. Even the game
is not proof against them, as mark the mortality among
the great herds of buffalo when the rinderpest was rife.

We paid off our safari as soon as the men arrived,
and I am glad to say that they left us happy and
contented, but I regret also to record that beside the
deserters who had run, when it was still safe for them
to do so, we were short of three men. Why the head
man had not reported their absence before, I cannot .
tell, nor the dates and places when it was first dis-
covered they were missing. No one had gained any
flesh on the journey. Kearton had lost twenty-four
pounds and I seventeen. Six days were sufficient to
feed me up on town life, and, an opportunity coming,
I embraced the chance to go out on safari again,
the reason being that I met ‘‘ Fritz,"” a most remark-
able character, known to everyone who had lived in
or visited Nairobi during the past eight years, and of
him, as the old writers used to say, ‘‘ more anon.”
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CHAPTER V

THE WELL-KNOWN HUNTING-GROUNDS

HE next five weeks were spent in efforts to

obtain photographs on the well-known hunting-
grounds within a few days safari from Nairobi. Hunting-
grounds that will soon disappear before the encroaching
farms, the coffee and sizel plantations, and the armed
march against poor helpless nature which civilisation
always entails. When the fences go up and the cattle
arrive wild game has had its day. Of course, on the
reserves, they may exist for a half century to come.
Look at South Africa as we find it now. Within the
memory of men not yet old, it teemed with species of
antelope and gazelle now almost extinct. When I was
there during the Boer War in 1900-1901, every Boer
farm-house was a museum of skulls and horns, but the
living representatives had already passed away. Let
East Africa take a lesson and a warning. Before it
was discovered that good coffee could be raised in
paying quantities (and this industry is as yet in a more
or less experimental state, although its success seems
well assured), game was her greatest asset. It brought
the men with money there. It gave thousands of
natives employment, and kept many commercial enter-

prises on their feet. In one month a very big safari
56
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spent more money than twenty well-to-do families would
in the same space of time. It is possible to go to Nairobi
now with a hand-bag and obtain an outfit as complete
in every detail as .if the sporting tourist were in London.

Both the Photographer and the Scribe wished very
much to visit and spend some time in the southern
game reserve that extends almost to the town limits of.
Nairobi. The Belgian Government and the French
Government, upon being informed of our intended visit
to their colonial possessions, had extended every courtesy
in their power, and had offered to the expedition
every facility and every help, and I cannot put down
what I am going to write without a smile. Oh! great
is the province of British red tape! and quite amusing
is the rule of small officialdom. We applied to the
head game ranger for a permit, not to shoot, mind you,
for that was not our object. We simply requested
permission to enter the supposedly forbidden country,
spend a few days and return. The head game ranger,
who was most interested and amicable, referred the
matter to the Goyernment House, and, to our aston-
ishment, the authorities declined to grant it, on the
ground that ‘‘a precedent would be established.”” We
had offered to go in without arms, trusting to a few
native spearmen for any necessary protection, but it
made no difference. We could not go. We were
absolutely denied !

Now, this would have been all right, and there
would have been no demurring at officialdom’s de-

cision, but on this same reserve there was being
I
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built a railway that made a junction with the Uganda
road and extended south-west to the great Magadi
soda lake. A pipe line which supplied the spur road
with water was also being constructed, and Fritz
Schindler, to whom I referred in the previous chapter,
had charge of the transport on the pipe line, so I en-
gaged my services to him as consulting engineer at
four rupees a month (surely a man has a right to
fix his own salary) and repaired to the game ranger’s
office.

‘““Well,”” said the latter, when I had announced
my new position. ‘“You can’t be stopped now.”

And that's how we circumvented red tape! As
consulting engineer, I could have taken in as many
assistants as 1 liked, and there were forty-two white
employees on the pipe line and railway, who were
allowed to take rifles, and they had the privilege of
shooting certain kinds of game within a zone of five
miles on either side of their respective fields of labour,
and great slaughter they were making of it. I know
that from personal observation. Yet an innocent and
harmless photographic expedition was denied entry,
for fear ‘‘ it would establish a precedent.”” However,
it turned out that the portions of the game reserve
visited would have been very disappointing, whether
it was owing to the privileged shooting, or the veldt
fires that were raging, is a question. At all events,
the vast herds of game were not to be seen, but I
visited one of the most remarkable sights of the world,
the Magadi lake of solid soda, seven miles long and
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nearly two miles wide. It is a place where I would
not have worked for a thousand pounds a month,
and the labour question will be a big one for the
company to tackle. Imagine this great glaring sheet
of white crystals shimmering under a torrid sun,
and a constant miasma rising from it, that reminded
me only of the chemical laboratory of my college
days and the smell of CH,O,. There is soda enough
there to supply the world for five hundred years.
There is not space here to go into a description of
the lake, but I should advise all visitors to East
Africa to go, smell it, and see it, as it certainly ranks
with the world’s great natural wonders. '

On returning to Nairobi, Kearton and I deter-
mined to go out to the edge of the Kumiti swamp,
where there was an opportunity, so we were in-
formed, to get photographs of buffalo. It was only
twenty-one miles to the eastward of the town, and
Mr. John Boyes, who owned a large farm in that
direction, had offered us the use of a commodious
tin house, so we took no tents, and gathering a party
of twelve or fifteen boys, which included gun-bearers
and personal servants, we departed by automobile,
the safari going on foot, and we expected to be snugly
ensconced by evening.

Nairobi, like all new towns and new countries, was
full of strange characters, and perhaps none was more
justly celebrated than Mr. John Boyes, ‘‘the White
King of the Kikuyus.”” He has written a book about
himself, and his adventurous career, and some critics
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have been unkind enough to say that he did not tell
a half of what he might have told. Whether this
came from natural secretiveness, or from modesty, I
am not prepared to state, but Mr. Boyes did not tell
half what he could about that house. In the first
place, he did not tell us that it was inhabited, but
it most certainly was, and the occupants did not in-
tend to leave without making a fight for it, and a
means to oust them was beyond our power. That
tin house was very neat and prepossessing as we viewed
it from a distance, but it was not a house at all in the
proper sense of the word. It was one huge bee-hive!
The African bee must have very little space in which
to carry honey, for he seems to be nothing but one
big sting with a wing on either side of it. No one
could approach within a hundred yards of Mr. Boyes’s
apiary, without being aware that he was treading on
very dangerous ground. Within twenty yards of the
door lay a dead mule that had incautiously gone too
near, and had been stung to death in no time. We
decided that was warning enough, and spent the night
in a cotton shelter tent that a neighbouring farmer had
erected for the use of some Indian fundis who were
building a dipping tank.

We returned to town for our own shelters the
following day, and started out again with a wagon
and ox team. The ‘“‘King of the Kikuyus,” when
informed of the state of affairs, replied in broad
Yorkshire : ‘‘ Aye, the bees, I forgot to tell you
about them bees.” He then offered suggestions as
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to how they might be smoked out, but we did not
take on the contract, and made our camp down by
the river bank.

This herd of buffalo that we were after in the
papyrus swamp on the Kumiti was renowned, and
justly so. An epic might be written about these
particular ‘‘ buffs.”” They had been shot at and
chivied about so much that each single member has
developed the testiness of an Andalusian bull in the
arena, and they are animated as a whole by all the
charging and fighting spirit of the Light Brigade.
Colonel Roosevelt once had an adventure with this
pack of bovine fiends that nearly put him out of
the running for any position, except for one under
~a monument, and he tells about it in his book.
We had been warned of all this beforehand, so we
were prepared for anything, but at the end of con-
siderable experience we reached the conclusion that
the proper way to approach them would be in an
armoured train with a battery of gatlings. The herd,
numbering perhaps one hundred and twenty or
more, did not wait to be driven out or called out.
They came of their own accord, and generally they
all came together! Even the natives gave the swamp
a wide berth. A black teamster driving a buck
wagon and eighteen oxen had gone too near only
a short time before we decided to see what we
could do, and the herd had signified their desire for
seclusion by coming out en masse, killing five of
the oxen, and the voorlooper or leading boy, and
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smashing up the wagon in such fashion that it was
quite useless to attempt to do anything with it. To
go down there and ask them to sit for their pictures
was utter foolishness. Our cameras were very valuable
and we still had some use for our remaining years.
Attempts had been made to photograph them, but
so far, unsuccessfully. Kearton had tried it a year
or two before, and had given it up.

A brilliant idea occurred to us, and after talking
it over we determined to put it into execution, It
was not the armoured train, but it was somewhat
like it. Nothing less than taking down a big sheet-
iron water-tank, and sinking it on the edge of the
swamp, hiding it in the papyrus, and filling it full
of earth and stones, and then getting on top. After
some search, we found the very thing we were
looking for, a big tank, ten feet high, with a dia-
meter of about six feet. Of course, we would have
to choose the proper time for putting it in position,
an hour when the buffalo were elsewhere than in
the vicinity of our engineering efforts. It was the
intention to sink the tank two or three feet in the
ground, and we figured that when full of earth and
stones it would weigh about ten tons. So far, so
good. We brought the tank down in an ox wagon,
and then carefully scouted the swamp from a dis-
tance in order to get the proper bearings and position
of the enemy’s forces.

It was easy to do this if the buffalo were mov-
ing. ‘They never straggled, but held closely together
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in a compact mass, and above them, constantly
hovered and fluttered their close companions, the
cow herons, those beautiful white birds who feed
on the ticks that infest the buffalo’s tough hide.
We had chosen the proper place to erect our safety
tower, and one of our black scouts had reported that
the herd was up in the end of the swamp some three
or four miles away. All was safe, apparently, so we
proceeded with the ox cart, followed by a lot of boys
with picks and spades. Our party had been augmented
by two white volunteers, the farmer on whose place
we had pitched our camp, and a missionary who was
travelling through the country. In all, we counted
five rifles—quite a formidable force. As the wagon
thumped and bumped along over the rough, uneven
ground, the big tank boomed and banged like a hun-
dred bass drums. It could have been heard a mile!
Slowly we approached the spot where we planned to
get to work, and all was merry and bright. We were
going down a slight incline, and were about two hun-
dred yards from the edge of the swamp, when suddenly
a flock of white birds fluttered up from directly in front
of us, and at the same instant—the beasts had probably
been waiting for us—there stepped into view the whole
array; over a hundred of them! There they stood,
their ugly black muzzles stretched out at us, and the
great horns laid back against the massive shoulders.
Kearton jumped for the camera and climbed on up
the wagon. The rest of us nervously fingered our

rifles. ‘' Good-bye, wagon,’”’ said the farmer, ‘‘we
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are in for it now,’”’ and he began cutting the oxen
loose with his knife, not stopping to unyoke them.
The drivers made shift to assist him. The digging
party seemed uncertain as to what course to follow,
and some of them crawled in between the wheels.
All this time, the black beasts had stood there abso-
lutely motionless, and then a bull with magnificent horns
came forward a few steps. It looked as if they were
coming. Kearton had got the moving picture machine
working by this time, and then quickly something
happened! A cow and a young bull that were on the
extreme left flank of the phalanx suddenly toock alarm,
and turned, heaving their awkward and unwieldy
bodies down the front of the line. In an instant the
whole lot turned with them, and wheeled to the
right, and with the cow herons fluttering above them
in a white cloud, they followed the line of the
swamp for some distance and then plunged into the
papyrus. Much relieved, we watched their course
for a few minutes, and judged that when they
stopped they had probably covered two miles or more,
so we went down and put the tank in position.
On the top of that tank we passed many weary
waiting hours, but when the buffalo were around it
we could not go down and get on top, and when we
were there first they seemed to give the place a wide
berth. After all our preparation, we succeeded in
getting but two pictures of buffalo, although we got
many of other animals that lived in the swamp.
Quite close to it, the Scribe was lucky enough to
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get a lioness one day while walking along the edge
of the swamp. Not with the camera unfortunately,
but with. the rifle. We had another and perhaps
a better hiding place farther down the stream,
where we secured some very beautiful pictures of
hartebeest, wildebeeste, gazelle, and wild ostriches.

Having done our best with the buffalo, and secured
some results, although not what we had hoped for,
it was determined to move on past Donaysapuk, down
the Athi river, and thence to cross to the uplands
between the Thika and the Tana, a favourite place
for rhino and lion, and there was also a chance of
getting eland and roan antelope. Our party had now
been joined by Fritz, who had given up his position
on the Magadi road, and gone back to his former
occupation, which was, as we soon discovered, princi-
pally that of risking his life. Poor Fritz, he did it
once too often. After having assisted in the death
of perhaps sixty lions, he was fatally mauled by one
in January, 1914.

An old hunter once observed to me : ‘‘Yes, it's
a good life, but keep after lion and elephant long
enough, and one of them will get you sooner or
later.”” In the bleak walled cemetery at Nairobi
there are ten or twelve graves of men who didn’t
quit soon enough, the lion (and in every case, so
far as I could ascertain, a wounded one) being
responsible for the wording of the epitaphs.

While we are on the subject of lions it might be
well to gather in a few words the result of our own

J
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experience and other people’s opinion on the subject.
There are two ways to exterminate the lion of British
East Africa—and let us grant at the start that from the
settlers’ and farmers' point of view the wiping out of
both the lion and the leopard would be a good thing;
it would enable the herds of cattle, sheep and goats
to feed at night; it would do away with the semi-
cruelty of tying trek oxen to a long chain and making
them fast to a wagon every evening when on the march.
The poor trek ox when at work has his feeding hours
cruelly curtailed. The native herders, the most suc-
cessful of whom are the Masai, would no longer have
to gather their cattle into closely packed kraals.

I have said that there are two absolutely sure
methods—and they are poison and dogs. We were in
good lion country for nearly six months, and during
that time Kearton and 1 together saw twelve lions.
We got photographs of two, and 1 shot a lion
and a lioness. But mind you, we were looking for
them, searching for them a great part of the time.
When an armed tourist goes out without dogs for a
month, or sometimes only half that time, and returns
with fourteen or fifteen lion pelts, the knowing ones
greet the news with tongue in cheek. I spoke to a
professional hunter in Nairobi, whose name I will not
mention, about a certain wealthy hunter’s luck. He
gave a shrug to his shoulders. *‘‘ A little while ago,”
said he, ‘‘if any sporting millionaire wished to make
a big lion bag and did not care how he got them, it
could easily enough be arranged. Of course,” said
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he, ““if you get on a good fresh lion trail with a pack
of dogs, that lion is yours unless you wish to let him
go. But I am referring to even a surer way. If you
are where the lions are plentiful, and put down ten or
fifteen Kkills a day, and your strychnine holds out, you
can make a big bag; and you may find some of the
lions before they are entirely dead, at least they
may be able to get up on their feet and growl at
you.”

““T know a man,”’ he continued, ‘‘who went out
with a wealthy foreigner, and came back with eight
lions to show for a fourteen days’ trip, and every skin
had a bullet hole in it, and sometimes two. I think it
was prussic acid on this occasion. They say it is
quicker than strychnine, but a little more expensive.”

I knew from ‘my own experience that what this
man was saying was absolute fact. This unsportsman-
like procedure is more often resorted to than re-
ported.

Kearton and I came across the body of a zebra on
a farm not far from Nyeri, and close to it were lying
the dead bodies of no fewer than seven jackals. A
lion had also visited the kill that night, and was pro-
bably lying dead or dying not far away. It is the
preference of the King of Beasts for carrion that
makes him fall an easy prey to the animal ‘* Pritchard.”’

We met the watchman on this farm going down
to look at his poison trap. He told us he had got
already two lions and a lioness that way, and had sold
their skins for a good price. Another one he had found
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too late; the poison had done its work entirely too
well, and the hair would not stay in the hide.

It is not everyone who visits East Africa who sees
a live lion. I know a man who for eight years has
been a resident of an outlying district, and has never
yet seen one, although he has heard them a-plenty,
shouting in the night. It is curious that as the settlers’
houses increase the lion gives up roaring, and they say
that a man-eater, though he may haunt a district for
a long time, is always silent.

The Government have now placed a limit on the
number of lions that may be shot. It would pay them
well to look into some of these suspected poison cases.
I myself was with a farmer, who lives not far from
Nairobi, when he shot and poisoned no fewer than
seven kongoni in one morning on his own ground. I
suppose as he owned the property he had a perfect
right in his own mind to do this; but it wasn’t the
first occasion, as there were many carcasses dotting the
plain, and scores of dead vultures and a few marabout
lying near. Needless to say, the valuable feathers of
the latter had all been taken. To my mind, getting
rid of animals this way is about as good sport as
poisoning your neighbour’s cat or dog.

Schindler, the hunter, was killed while helping to
assist in the taking of a sensational lion-hunting cine-
matograph film for an American who ‘holds the lion
record, and owns a famous pack of dogs. The beast
had been chivied about from one donga to another
for a whole morning, had been pelted with stones
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and sticks, and was probably in a furious state, when
the luckless and reckless hunter rode almost upon
him, with the result that the pony that he was riding
—one that I had once owned myself by the way—
was severely mauled, and he was bitten so badly that
he lived but a few hours.

Fritz was a ‘“‘card’ if there ever was one. If a
man who had never shot or hunted very much wished
for sensations he had but to engage the services of
this adventurous Austrian. He was a compound of
four favourite characters in fiction—Natty Bumpo,
Alan Breck, Tartarin of Tarascon and d’Artignan
the musketeerr He was a born actor, and the
best raconteur I have ever listened to. As a
white hunter he was reckless to the verge of mad-
ness, and as a shot he was erratic. Excitable as
a Frenchman, and of a very nervous disposition, he
needed but the incentive of an audience to perform
the most foolhardy feats. To hear him recount some
of his hairbreadth escapes was positively thrilling. He
‘“acted it all out.”” He was the hunter one moment
and the hunted the next. He was horse, foot, dragoon
and brass band of the engagement. To see him stalking
the supposed position of a dangerous animal was a de-
light. He sniffed the air like a pointer dog feeling for
a scent. He crouched and pointed and beckoned and
cautioned with those wonderful long fingers, picked
up bits of grass and leaves, shaded his eyes with his
hand, and his whisper upon these occasions was thrill-
ing to the very marrow of your bones; but once let
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the action begin and Fritz went off like a Catherine
wheel. We had bought some ponies, and one day
we rode a fine big male lion out of a donga into the
open. I can see Fritz now, digging his heels into the
little Somali pony, shouting like a Comanche Indian,
screaming himself hoarse, but keeping closer to the
lion than was necessary for any purpose, except that
of tempting Fate, and when the beast was shot and
lying dead, Fritz’s emotions still had the better of him.
He took the big head in his lap, caressed and talked
to it, called it pet names, and then, jumping to his
feet without a word of warning, fired two shots into
the carcass. Taking out his skinning knife afterwards,
he searched for the animal’s heart, cut off a piece of
it and ate it raw |

‘““An old Masai taught me that,”” said he.  ‘‘It is
lucky to do, and keeps you brave.”

Yes, poor Fritz was erratic almost to the breaking
point, but he had many friends; and Nairobi, by his
death, lost one of its most picturesque and taking
characters.

On the plains at the foot of the rocky needles,
we secured pictures of two rhinos. At this very place,
some three years before, Kearton had photographed
two others. On the very top of Donaysapuk, the great
wooded hill that rises sheer out of the plains some
two or three thousand feet, we also got the moving
picture of another, ‘‘the rhino that turned eagle.”
From his eyrie he could look down on the encroach-
ing farms and plantations, and there he had sought
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sanctuary in company with a little herd of buffalo
that still lived on the slope. Long may he dwell
there in peace, for of all the animals that are probably
doomed to destruction in the near future the rhino
will be the first to go. He has no place in civili-
sation. He belongs to a bygone age, and I doubt
not soon he will disappear. His blunt-nosed brother
of the South Sahara district may survive much longer,
but in British East Africa the black rhinoceros is
becoming rarer and rarer.



CHAPTER VI
FROM B. E. A. TO UGANDA: THE DEPARTURE

T is a strange thing how the merest sign of the
presence of civilised man sweeps back the ages.

A single line of telegraph posts or barbed wire fencing
transforms the open veldt, that for centuries has been
unchanged, into the most modern of back pastures.
A railway thoroughly commercialises the most primitive
of landscapes, and as one travels in the train from Nair-
obi out toward the Victoria Nyanza, passing farm and
plantation, and stopping at the crowded platforms of the
wayside stations, it is hard to realise how young the
country really is, that the oldest white child living in
British East Africa born of English parents is but eight-
teen years of age, that the geographers of twenty-five
years ago had made their maps principally by guesswork
or imagination when it came to presenting the rivers
and mountains of this prosperous and promising new
land. .
In British East Africa the Home Government has

a peculiar problem that surely in the future will have to
be dealt with on a less narrow basis than the one that
the present Government seems committed to pursue.
There is a growing feeling among the somewhat dis-
contented settlers who make up the majority of the
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population—and here I refer to those whose connection
with business or industry compels them to acknowledge
Africa as their permanent home—they feel that there
should be a more representative governing body deal-
ing with their immediate concerns, and that Downing
Street, with a superb indifference to actual needs, has
exercised too much the prerogatives of a very busy and
very distant parent, paying very little attention to advice
or suggestion. Given another ten thousand, or perhaps
five thousand, of able-bodied male inhabitants and 1
should say that British East Africa was ripe for a trial
of self-government. They would face, however, from
the outset the same difficulties that exist everywhere
where the black man is in overwhelming majority.

If a prize were offered for the best treatise on how
to make the black man a worker, or one who looks for
labour, the candidates would belong to two classes.
Most writers would treat the proposition as a joke, and
the others would in all probability belong to the stern
old-fashioned believers in forced service and bodily
chastisement. Perhaps there might be a few theorists
who still believe that by early education, leading and
teaching, the black could be so instructed as to see the
dignity of strenuous exertion. Their effusions would
be more amusing than those of the professed humorists.
The truth is, the White Man’s Burden no more loves
the prospect of hard work than does his pale-faced
brother who has been initiated into the luxurious holi-
day system of an up-to-date labour organisation.

I have had farmers tell me that a good white labourer
K
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could do the work of eleven black men, and some have
even asserted that if he was young and active, he would
accomplish the work of twenty. Having watched the
field hands, and the freemen employed in digging the
trench for the Nairobi sewage system, I quite believe
the latter. Let us look at the black in his own par-
ticular sphere. Where would the white man be found
who would carry for eight hours sixty to eighty pounds
on his head, or by a band round his forehead with the
load resting against his hips, and be content at the
same time with one meal a day, with an unvaried
menu? That white man does not exist. The black
man is what he is and nothing more.

I remember seeing a book entitled, if I remember
correctly : ** First lessons in Ki-Swahili,”’ and it brought
to my mind those charmingly ridiculous French primers
of early schooldays: Translate ‘‘ The porters are lazy "’
—*“The cook will steal the salt’—*‘ The cook will steal
sugar ""—(and so on, through the rest of the dry grocery
list). ‘“He is a good boy"—‘'‘He does not take
much from his master ''—*‘ He will take from his master’s
friends all that he can '’—*‘ Can the gun-bearer shoot?"’
—‘“Yes, he can shoot you in the leg,”’ and so on. It
was amusing, and conveyed a lot of useful information.

After a great deal of experience with the black man
at home, in America, and in Africa, I have come to the
conclusion that there is very little difference in the
methods of reasoning between the over-educated product
of the American Southern schools and the lad in the
bark cloth breech clout. If he is kindly disposed to-
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wards you, he wishes to please you: ergo, if you ask him
a question, he will give you an answer that he thinks
you would like to get, generally without the least re-
gard to its bearing on the actual situation. If he pos-

sesses anything, he wants you to seec it, be it a learned -

vocabulary, a silk hat and a diamond pin, or a yard of
red calico. He hides none of his light under a bushel,
and if ‘‘ imitation is the sincerest flattery,”” he doesn't
stop at half measures. You let your beard or whiskers
grow, divide them, brush them back, up or down, or
trim them to a point, and your gun-bearer will try to
emulate your efforts. If you shaved half of your head
and appeared to be proud of the result, your safari
would come back after two months looking like a band
of black convicts from Siberia.

I have met many men long resident in Africa who
have had hardly a good word to say for the black
man, and who, in summing up his manifold delin-
quencies, have overlooked many qualities that are
interesting, amusing, essentially human, and quite
endearing. Someone has observed that ‘‘human life
is like a book.”” Taking that for granted, it must be
acknowledged that a book is not what is written there,
but what the reader brings to it, and though many
phases and workings of the black man’'s mind are
inscrutable, quite as inscrutable as the Oriental face,
behind which it is believed no Occidental can pene-
trate, the qualities to be brought to the reading are
patience, forbearance, firmness, and a sense of humour.

Out of the ninety odd porters, who returned from
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the northern trip with us, both Kearton and myself
could have picked perhaps twenty between whom and
ourselves there existed a really friendly attachment, an
anxiety on one side to prove worthy of trust and de-
serving of commendation, and on the employer’s part
a feeling of active interest and a desire to help and
to reward.

There was Murango, for instance, a very black and
intelligent Wakamba. He carried the heaviest load,
although he was not half the size of some of the big
lazy ones. He was always first into camp, and the
first to go out and get wood for the fires. He was
first into the water at the swollen streams; the only
one who could be sent with a message with the abso-
lute assurance that he would delay not in his going
or his coming, and when the Scribe was taken with
an attack of fever at Nairobi it was Murango who
sat outside all day, although he had been discharged
and paid off, to see if the bwana might have use for
him. It was Murango who kept bringing badly muti-
lated butterflies and beetles for our inspection when
he found that we were collecting them on our march.
He would drag them forth, wrapped in leaves, from
the folds of his blanket, show his fine pointed teeth
in a grin, and depart without a word.

Three days after a safari is paid off it is safe to say
that not one porter in ten has a cent to his name;
that they have had money to spend is apparent at a
glance. I knew a boy who bought two cheap watches,
and wore them hanging down on the outside of a pair
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of lavender trousers, yet to save his life he couldn't
learn how to tell the time. The porter squeezes his
horny-soled feet into brown button boots or patent
leather shoes and suffers agonies, and like a true
spendthrift, patronises the most expensive places, and
cheerfully pays double the white man’s prices. How
often have we smiled at the incongruities of costume!
Broad, muscular backs, that out on safari had stood
the fierce heat of the sun without a blister, would be
protected in town with spine pads worn wrong side
out so that the red lining would show. I shall not
forget the appearance of one of our old boys, a stocky
little Kikuyu, a consistent loafer and malingerer, whom
I saw on the streets. He must have, by mistake,
drifted into a ladies’ furnishing store, for he had on a
cheap lace chemise, gathered with pink ribbons, tucked
into a pair of very tight duck trousers, around which,
at the knee, he had drawn on two hand-embroidered
elastic garters. Pea-green silk socks and carpet slippers
completed his make-up, and he dangled from his belt
behind, like a tail, a sky blue parasol!

Murango was one of the few exceptions; he did
none of these foolish things. Although I had giver
him a shirt when I last saw him, he wore but his
old red blanket, knotted at the shoulder, and a pair
of zebra skin sandals. From the belt which every boy
must wear there hung a new skinning knife. That
was all. Perhaps he was saving up to buy a melodeon,
who knows? Murango was one of those who came
down to the station to see us off the day we departed
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for Uganda. There were perhaps a dozen of the old
guard, Killenjui among them. He also had been very
sensible in his purchases, and was neatly dressed in
khaki knickers and a greyish green tail coat, with a
semi-military fez on his shaved black head.

“Hiya! Quahira, bwana,” they exclaimed crowd-
ing about us, and neither Kearton nor myself are
ashamed to say that we shook each one of them by
the hand. Killenjui lingered until the moment the
train started. We had tried to persuade him to come
with us,

‘Wakukuyu watakufa kulé huko,” he said, point-
ing to the west. ‘‘ Nina engoja hapa.” (The Kikuyus
die out there. I must stay here.)

Just as the train was starting he ran up quickly
to Kearton and myself. He fumbled with my thumb
as he shook hands with me. There were tears in his
eyes. He did not trust himself to speak! Now, after
this, who can say that an African does not feel, and
has no sense of loyalty? A white man standing by
noticed the farewell.

‘““He tried to give you the shake of friendship,”
he said to me. ‘‘It's done by clasping the thumbs
tightly and then pulling the hands apart.”

If I ever meet Killenjui again, I will be the first
to reach for his sturdy little thumb.

Nevertheless, we brought on two boys with us, who
were destined to share our fortunes for the next five
months; one, indeed, accompanied us all the way
across, and is at the moment of writing in London.



THE SCRIBE AND BAKALE
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As they figure in our subsequent adventures, it
might be well to introduce them. Ernesti, Kearton’s
" boy, in every way lived up to the good reputation
and the letters that he had brought with him. He was
a Buganda of a good family, the son of a small chief,
and had been educated in a mission school. He spoke
English and three or four native dialects. He could
read and write, and proved to be both trustworthy and
intelligent; well trained as a servant, he also possessed
knowledge of the white man's ways and requirements.
To Kearton he proved quite indispensable before the
trip was out. Bakale, my new boy, came from German
East Africa. He had no letters, and I knew nothing
of him when I engaged him at a porter’s wages in
Nairobi; but he, too, proved to have been well trained
and took an exceeding interest in all my affairs, and
was soon promoted, and his pay increased proportion-
ately. Bakale was no end of a swell. He was a good-
looking, in fact quite a handsome, brown-skinned
lad of that uncertain age that might have been nine-
teen or twenty-nine. His face was very slightly scarred ;
he had rings of light blue tattooing on his temples;
his features were not of negroid character—his nose
quite small and thin, his lips well formed—and he
had the figure of an Egyptian athlete, narrow in the
waist, broad at the shoulders, with slender, well-
formed limbs. Not only was he no end of a swell,
and a perfect ‘“‘divvil” with the ladies, but he was
a natural-born fighter, and could use his fists like a
professional welterweight. It was the way he man-
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handled a quarrelsome M’pagazi half again his size
that first drew my attention to him. He was always
neat, and dressed in the most becoming style from
his own standpoint. In fact he had a much larger
assortment of clothing than the average white man.
At first I counted my own things very care-
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